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Doth feme to fofter

Reafon in her Hart

And to afpyre

vnto Deuyner mynde.

when Hungers rage

me hath exyled quyte,

And flipped well

as falleth for her ftate.

The felye Larke,

doth take by force of flyght,

And hyes to tree,

where as me lodged late,

And on the trem-

blyng Byrde all nyght me ilondea,

To keepe her feete,

from force of nyppynge colde,

The amazed Wretche,

within her ennemyes handes,

And clofed fail,

within the clafpyng holde.

Awayteth DeaJi,

with drowfye drowpyng Hart,

And all the nyght

with feare drawes on her lyic,

The gentle Byrde,

whan darken es doth departe

Doth not depryue,

the felye foule of lyfe,

Nor fylles with her

her hungred egre breft

But wayeng well,

the feruyce me hath done.

To fpyll the Blud,

her Nature doth deteft,

And from fo great

a Cryme, her felfe doth fliun.

She lets her go

and more with ftedfaft eyes.

Beholds whiche way